By a SALOPIAN BUTCHER JR 
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NUS'D to Dream of aught beſides my gaing, a F F ; of Y 
Of well fed Oxen, or of Bullock's lain. 
How mall I paint the horrors of that night! 
When other Viſions ſwam before my ſight, | 
When my bed trembl' d, and my heart of fed 


(Senſation new ) for once was. taught to feel? _ 
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(Who oft' hath ſtun'd me with her vocal pow 'rs) 
Scream'd out agaſl ! thrice ſhook me by the Arm, 


But all was weakneſs to the magic charm: | 


Still more and more! (in Fancy's plaſtic view:) 


i, 5 0 
The Von flrengthen'd----and my terrors grew. 
þ 1 bs | 3 18 | * 


Sons of Slaughter, who unmov d can land 


3 1 Ye Sons 
3 And ſee the Vi am bleed beneath your band: 
= | Nor heave a Ggh! as from the flow'ry mead, 
L 1 (To Death conſign d) the ſportive Lamb you lead, ; 
1 trag ling he falls, by your vindidive leer 11 j 
4 A And rolls a Hing look Which Rocks night fell\— | 
rr O ye eruel, (for to you I write) |. 


Can ye 1 * a Viſonory light, | 
| Undaunted wander chrough the midnight gloom, © 


"ry And gaze at Tpirtts rifing from the Tomb — 
Fos If 
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The the plump partner «if my \Joylerr ehr 45 * 
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Eo. cum where I tread — 1 : "4 
Tt wiſe" ſometimes to converſe with the Dead. Tiry 


a ls ;- Di 
Twas that ſad night when Rev'rend Sd in death, 
Reſign'd at once, his Vicarage and breath: 1, _- 
About the hour (as rut the Village talk) 1 i 
When ſhrouded Spectres haunt the Tu- tree wall, 4 
Fancy was left {prophetic of ſome Change). _ 
In the wide world of 'ntelef to range A «= 
| Methought L ſtood, unſhelter'd and alone, 1 Gs 
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Where Alkmond's. Dead in, mould ring heaps are Sem | 
When all at once, with terrible ſurprize! 2 — 9 _= N 
| A mighty whirk-wind- rixſh'd acroſs the ſkies, > it - 
So ſtrong the blaſt! that with tremendous roar, 4 
It ſhook. the Dome, and. burſt the pond' rous 1 9 
Expos'd and trembling! (from its rude ecabrace ul . 
L ran for refuge ' to the facred place: 
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* 4 „ bad my "feet the below d threſhold ind,” Fr 


When all was huſh'd, and ſolemn filerice reign'd: — 
(So when black crimes, the Sons of Rome aeforta,. 
The Church defends them from the Ci flormy)" 
But as 1 enter d Angels guard my head) 
What Viſonary Soehes around me ſpread 7 
From the dark manſions of the dreary Tomb, 

Old Alkmond's Ghrft Nalk'd horrid thro' the Gloom: 

A diſmal paleneſs all his looks expreſs'd, | 
And ſleaming fulpher, wav'd his ſable Veſl j — | 
Cloſe at his heels of (pageantry Ail valn,) 

Came Superfiition holding up his Train; 

Her feeble hand a glim'ring Taper bore— 

Snuffd by Old Calvin, in the days of yore, 

But now grown dim.-- (in theſe Apoſtate days, 
When Matice ſickens at Relig'on's 1M. | 
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Not to be ſoothd by Hill's Diledic page.) 


Three hundred Butche- s Souls, brought up the my | 1 
Alt pale and inggerd-not one Viſage bright. 3 
In life her Vo'try'—and in Death her right; | 


Hugs, Natiye Darkneb, ſhun's Celeſt'al Light, -..- 
And flies Conviction as ſome belliſh Spright,— N 
When, to aſſett - « Salvation is of Grace 
Would. almoſt rob a Vicar of his Place. 4 15 
Tranſpert: a Detlor imo fits of rage 
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Next, in the Train—(for all was done in ſlate—) 
Came Ign'rance hob'ling, with an uncouth gatet— 
A niiſty vaul around her temples ſpread, 

And for * helmet, lot a Cap of lead 

Her half ſhut Eyes, a ſtupid Soul portray'd, 
And all look'd doubtful that the ere ſurvey d. 
Behind her cloſe--+(at this I dropd a Tear!) 


ä n 
nnn . . 


(Such Forms bed N Wer ſeen ' before, r 
On the dark borders of the Styg'an ſhore: 
Or where, far wandring from the chearful - Day, 
Their Gamboel's wild the Lapland witches play. 
Not that dread Scene (as ancient * Records tell) 
When Satan came, and rung the pariſh Bell, 2 
Was more alarming! (tho' incens'd with Ire, 


le umd his Hoof upon the tremb'ling Spire.) 
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= Advancing flow, — at length they ſorm'd a ring. 
WW Round Alkmond's' Cle“ (o'er ait the ſpeclres King} 
. Not one preſumd to break the curvic train, 

1 | Save Ign'rance blind and Superſtition - vain, 

| Theſe, near the Centre (fluſh'd with pride Elate 1 3 


Stood, like our modern Min * of ſlate. 
1 —— | — — 5 — — — — — — — 


. * Y J . * There is an bergen enn, in As hands of a perſon at Shrewſbury, which 
® {gives a particular account of theſe cixcumſlances happening (many years fince) at 86. 


s Church. 
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When thus the Glo, bor rr he waved his hand) 3 


Beſpoke aloud ! the viſionary Band. to b 

„Sons of my Labours—while confin' dt to Earth, | 

And flill my subjects in the realms of Death: — E 
With ſad regret, I ſee my pow decline; , * 1 
"(At leaſt, in this thrice hallowd Dome of mine? 1 
Fate — of Empire (with deſpotic ſway) 4 
Is ſweeping half my val ant Chiefs away 1 
For where the 1 8 and where the 7-n s now. 2 0 9 I 


'* Who, tutor d thouſands at my ſhrine to bew, —_— 
" Inſpird their boſoms with a noble rage? 1 18 3 
© Toh iſs of Calvin! f from the Cleric Lege. ng 
Jo laugh at all his Antiquated Rules, Py _— 4 t 2 
90 And brand their Teachers as the worſt of Toolgs , 4 9 
40 Theſe, for my ſehe Tor, I am, much deceiv'd}y 3 j 
40 « Subſcrib'd to Dodtrines, which, they ne er beliey 4. 4 4 F, 
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a And bravely flood the -Bulwarks of my Cauſe, | 


; * An ee of Conſcience, Covenant and Laws. —— 
Nor they alone, but a long Line beſide, 
(Fer ſince Ejetiment did in triumph ride) RE 
*+ Have firove. alternate to Tupport my pow '* : 
* And Well | fucceeded, ill this fatal hour. 


But noh Has! t fee a dur ous rack, 
w_ Uſutp my Altars, and defile my place: 
* B--m--n'S; and Ma-dd- s, and a motley throng, 
The boaſt of Fools, the Trfamy of Song 
Climb to preſtrment — while my fav ite few. 
Are rob d, are bilk'd, are cheated of their due | 
«+ Een H—þ—s groans beneath the galling chain, 
Ws (Doom d nin to walk f in Di ifappointment's Train) | 
wh And lo ! {as Jealous of my riſing Fame) 
R Rival flart's ! — D-C—y is his name: 


** Hibernatt 
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8 EHibertan born — the laſed of an hour! 


The child er Fortune, but the lic of Pow 10 
He comes |—{baſe aol of deluded brains, — 
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« Enthuſeaſlic, as his perſon a firains; * | 
„He comes to biand me with opprob'ous name3, if 
« And Judge my Syſtem to eternal Names: — = 
In native bronze } methinks I ſee him land. 

Adjuſt his robes—and proudly wave his hand, 
„While from his lips, a food of ſury pours, 6. 
That makes Tartar u us, and my veighb ring Shores : — 
Gods! what a change ?—It tears my aged breaſt — 
And Lords muſt ie to carry on the Jet—. | 
„Can this be borne ? ye partners of my fate, 
Can you (unmoy d) behold my ſinking late, 
8 Sce! the ripe honor's raviſh' d from my brow ? 
M * yet be paſſive 0 revenge me now. 
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. Vour . rs are Vario arioys is Our, kit, 
Your ppwrs are varioys=rariogs is your ll. 
td bend. a Butch" 5, or, a Stalefm-'s Y will . = 
| Yo t 4. 110 a$i44 d 19 ˖ 
40 Then g uick repair | the dif rent ſubjects k find, | 
_ 72 -  # Bop 6 
And thus Impre the dictates of my Mind: OE . 
: * m-n awake! life up thy fel erjur'd cad, | 
men d ore: OO 114% nas amo 211 | + 
And hear a ledure rom the zur, Dead: 3 
mE anon Wart be bar. f? N 
0 Reform th, manners, regylate Lo, woys ! ! 
F rem: $7 14 f 7. 91 i V 
* Or my Jag G oſt, ſhall haynt thee all thy days, RI, 
181 37877 * £35329 5&8; iy 290061 2141 1 4. ” B. 
3 Stand at 1 4 Elbow, thro' thy manſions prov. 5 
5 LO It; 140 5 1 f 10115 i T 
*4 6 And publiſh Secrets which will lab thy foul: 5 | 
nie in b DIY» e471 eee A 
bs But to alap! em ! | the Bulcher' callous breaſt, | | 
— 691053 36 itt 2169) 71 BUBBLE # 2 % . eyod ff E' 
„% Be ech dread Ni hy e horrid Dream Impreſyd; 
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Dreams wn! fail, the : vulgar Mind to. move, 


* Tho' her Ghargs may ieee fer, | 
T Inſpire, 5 Dumber: with eternal fears ! | 4 5 3 TY 
* And ring nen in his dap Ears— : 5 ; | 
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: % Point — . him ſhun the bait. 

"= "That courts - Funalit's to the brink of Fate 


Nor leave che wWretch, ill (in determin'd note)” 
„He ſwears to cut! each lerilanie chtoat.“ 5 
He ſpake and 10 (with red- wing a vengeance fr 05 
1 Midſt Clouds of Smoke the Magic band retir'd : — 
9 When, all at once An mildeft glories dreſt. 


* Before me Nood, a heavmly Form, Confeſt— 
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To draw Her portrait all deſcription. ſails! 

# And weak the fables of poetic tales: 95 

Een Ralpha'l here would find his <ol ring ſaint. 

I And yet the Inage dwells in ew ry Saint. 
Wich looks benign. She caſt her eyes around. 

* And thus, addrefs'd-my Ignorance profound: 


«uMorTALT—In' me behold the beſt of Friends, 


at 


bry « Nor ron the Council heav' nly wiſdom ſends, — 
* 1 Bn D 10 Dark 


. n 


oy Dark and bewilder' d, haſt thou wandern. 
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10 Tn queſt of Phantom' 8 with the erriug Throng, 

64 The barren paths. of blinded Reaſon. trod. 0 42 

A dreadſyr HhgCr to-thy ſelf l. and G0. — 

0 And ill mt thee, deeper in his. ares. 
* The Prince of. Darkneſz ev ry. wile grepares: , | 
ech, was the Fifen gira lion thine, xc 

And ſuch the malice of Infernal Lies l. 

44 But Lo! 1 ſolt Mercy (ſmiling... from WW. 1 


8 co with the wreath's of zverlaſling Love ). 


** Bids. me impart, a-meſage to thine. Far-. 
hich Damned Souls, would give the world to bear? 
In Hells dark boſom ! ſhed a cheering light, | 
And gild the horrors of. Elernal night.) 


Be wiſe!. O Man — nor dare. an hour's delay — - 
** {Lo! heav'ns Embaſſador is on- the way) 140 
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1 Throw 


*Throw down thy weapons—Supplicate for Pract, == 

And meet Satvation-on- the plains of Grace: 
« The Terms are Bd: the deed is card wich blood % 
And all thiogs ready on the part of God. — 
11 — 0 Rebeat thy peril hear — 
1 « And bleſs the Foice! that bring it to thine Zr 


She ſpake—F heavd a penetential Sight 
Which lraight She caught, and waſted to the Sky;- 
(Swift was her Paſſage to the Realms-of Light) 
And with her fled. the Vifons- of the Nights 
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